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Can't See Eye To Eye 


Author's Notes: 
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Can't See Eye To Eye 

"Having trouble, eh?" 

"What?" | halted in my pursuit of a very pissed off Dave Mustaine. | turned to face the voice, it belonged to 
what appeared to be an extremely old woman dressed as a gypsy. She was seated in one of those cheesy 


fortune teller booths, complete with a shitty looking crystal ball too. 


"Come here, young man," she said. Her dark eyes peered out over a mass of wrinkles, yet they watched me 


with incredible intensity. "| wish to speak to you." 


| watched Dave disappear into a huge tent. "Uh.| can't.! really have to go. I'm sorry." | quickly turned to leave. 
We had another fight, the fifth one in a week. 

But, | didn't understand completely the reason for the General's sudden rampage. He had just gone ballistic 
when Nick and | had turned up a bit late for sound check He accused us of slacking off and other nonsense, 
but we really were only a couple minutes late. Why the sudden hissy fit? He screamed at me, telling me | 
didn't really care for the band and that | wasn't working hard enough. Then it became even stranger when he 
scolded me for hanging out with Nick, ranting on what a horrible influence Nick is and how soon I'd fall off the 
wagon. 

Please, with all the shit Mustaine does? Talk about the pot and the fuckin’ kettle! 

Nick and | just wanted some quality time together, that's what friends do..that's what couples do. 


| wasn't sure if Dave knew that, though. Sometimes he could be a little dense and | wasn't exactly itching to 


tell him, either. 
| just didn't know how he'd handle it, but its not like it was a big fuckin’ secret. 


But when | had tried to reason with the redheaded monster he had just stormed off. Leaving me to chase 
after him in the middle of the county fair. 


Megadeth and fair? 

Yeah, | thought it was pretty fucked up, too. 

He was getting on my nerves. He was getting me really fuckin’ pissed! 

"Please boy, you have problem?" 

| shook my head. "No, | can't. | really have to go." 

Those dark orbs drilled right through me. "I help people with problems, people just like you." 
"I don't think you could help me with this, ma'am" 

"You're having problems with relationships, yes?" 

| laughed. "A little." 


"Come in here, | help." 


Did | really want to get ripped off? Actually, the real question was, did | want to find Dave and have him pound 


me senseless? 
No, thank you. 

‘Listen ma'am, maybe some other time" 

She motioned with a long bony finger to the seat beside her. "You don't think | can help? You don't believe?" 


| nodded. "| was never into the magic and superstitious crap. You should talk to my friend Dave, he likes that 


stuff." 

"| don't want to talk to Dave, | want to talk to you." 

| sighed. | felt trap, well better to get it over with. "Fine you win, I'll sit down" 
"Good." 


| walked into the booth and took a seat on the wooden chair before her. I'd just worry about Dave later, he 


just needed to cool down now. 
"What is your name, boy?" 
"David, David Ellefson" 


She closed her eyes for a second muttering something under her breath. "David," she repeated. "Nice name. 


Like your friend's name?" 

| nodded. 

"So, David, you are having relationship problems, correct" 

‘| suppose." 

"In what way? Friendship? Love?" 

"Both, maybe.| don't know, you're the psychic, you tell me.” 

See, thats how you always know these things are complete bull, when they have to ask details on things. 
The old woman smiled. "Oh, David. C'mon, | shall make you a believer. 


"Yeah?" 


"Yes," she replied, chanting again under her breath. "David, your problem is with love." 

Hah! It wasn't, | was having a problem with Dave, who was my friend! She was wrong! 

"Well, actually I'm having- 

"It isn't a girl, is it, David?" 

| felt my ears burn. Oh, shit! How'd she guess that? How'd she know about Nick?! 

But | wasn't having problems with Nick..well, not yet. 

"This guy..he doesn't understand you, does he? He rules you with an iron fist, yes?" 

"No, Nick does..ch, Dave! You mean Dave! Yeah, he does, but | wouldn't call what we have love." 
She smiled again at me. "You want him to understand you? Because he hurts you, correct?" 


| knew | was completely red, | was just praying that no one else would come in. If they heard? Fuck, they'd 
have a good laugh. Junior and the psychic, | could just hear it. 


"Well, yes, | would like him to understand me," | answered honestly. "He just is too headstrong" 
"Yes, | know. Would you like me to help you, David?" 

"Sure, how much will it cost?" 

She laughed, it was almost musical. "For you, my dear, | shall do this for free 

"Really?" 

"Oh, Yes. | see you are in need of this" 

"So what do | do?" 


"Give him this," she said. She leaned over and grabbed at something under the table. The dark eyes glittered as 
she thrust a bottle in my hand. "Make your lover drink this. It will open his eyes.” 


"Dave's not my lover." 


She laughed again, it was a wonderful sound. "We shall see, David. Now off you go." 


| stood up to leave. "Is this some kind of spell?" 
"Just have him drink it, you drink some too." 
"Me?" 

She nodded and gestured for me to leave. 


| walked out of the booth. The sudden sunlight blinded me for a few seconds. Then | remembered | wanted to 
ask her something. 


"But what if it doesn't..." | trailed off. She wasn't there. She vanished. And the booth was too small for her to 
hide. Where'd she go? 


Strange.. 


| rubbed my eyes, but she still didn't appear. | shrugged and stuffed the bottle in my pants pocket. With a sigh 
| marched back to the stage. 


The bottle clunked against my leg. 


Who knows, it might be worth checking out.. 


Thinking of You 


Author's Notes: 
| got to give props to ‘Scotchy for sending me a lovely pic.. 


Thinking of You 


| lifted my hips up, groaning. My eyes closed tightly. 

It felt so good. 

| quickened my pace. My hands grabbing, cupping, pulling. 
Harder, faster, harder.faster, rougher. 

It felt good. 

But | wanted it to be better. 


| was playing with my balls, just imagining what a tongue would feel like, his tongue. Imagine what those lips 
could do. | bet he was good. He was good enough for Nick. 


| groaned at the thought of being inside that tight ass. | could feel it, so hot and inviting. | could hear his cries 
as | pounded against him, forcing my way inside. Watch him writhe and fight beneath me. 


Fuck, this was rather embarrassing. Jerking off to my bassist? 


| was Dave Mustaine, what the hell was | doing? But | couldn't help it, | had fallen, fallen hard. And no amount 
of tits and ass were helping. | wanted those auburn locks between my fingers, feel his skin against mine. Make 


him hot, make him squeal, make him mine. 


Shit!" | cried, coming in my pants and all over my hand. | really needed to stop this. Not another lonely night in 
my hotel room, all alone, save my right hand. 


| lay silent on the bed, not bothering to clean myself up. | had just fallen into a light sleep when there came a 


sudden knocking on my door. 


"Yeah?! Who the fuck is it?" | yelled, not bothering to get up. "I'm fuckin’ sleeping!” 

The voice was muffled on the other side of the door. "Dave? It's Junior, open up." 

Great, | thought, last person | want to see. "What the fuck do you want, Junior?" 

"Can | come in?" 

| thought about this. Yes, | wanted to see him.but | needed to change my pants first. "Yeah, hold on a sec." 


Grabbing the nearest crumbled up pair of pants | could find | quickly shoved them on. For some reason though, 


they wouldn't go above my hips. "Fuck!" | muttered. "Hang on, Junior, lim coming!" 


| gave up fighting with the pants and stumbled over to the door. Yanking it open | frowned at my bassist. 
"What the hell do you want?" 


Junior's eyes gleamed with amusement. "Very cute Dave, " he chuckled. "I like your pants.” 

"What?" | stared at the offending article of clothing. "Oh, Fuck!" | figured out pretty quickly why they didn't fit. 
They weren't my pants, they belonged to this chick | had thrown out my room a couple days before. "Ha, Hal 
Yeah, very funny.” 

If it wasn't enough to face the object of my obsession, now | had to be utterly embarrassed too. | motioned 
for him to come in, pretty sure my face matched my hair. | quickly stripped off the jeans and threw them far 
away from my bed. 

Lovely, now | just had to face Junior with damp underwear and no jeans. Maybe | should just kick him out? 


"Just say what you have to say and leave, ok Junior? | don't have time for your shit" 


He looked slightly taken back by this, those hazel eyes falling. "|.just wanted to apologize for today, you know? 
Being late and all, it won't happen again." 


| didn't give a rats ass whether he was late or not, that wasn't the issue. | just didn't like Nick and him blowing 


off the band so they could screw. But of course | would never say that. 
I'm not jealous. 
Not jealous at all. just don't think Nick is worthy of tapping that ass if | can't. 


Fine apology accepted now get out!" | snapped. 


Yes, l'm mean, but what else could | do? 

Junior hesitated, pondering something before he spoke. "So we're cool?" 

"Yog" 

He smiled and | had to look away. Getting an erection would not be a good thing.. 
"Let's have drink to celebrate, then" 

| raised an eyebrow at him. "Thought you didn't drink, Junior? Nick getting to ya?" 


His eyes flashed. "Shut up, Dave! You don't know shit!" He calmed down and turned towards the kitchen. "C'mon, 
| want to try this new drink" 


"Fine," | sighed. Stupid bitch, always got his way. 


He disappeared into the small kitchen and reappeared moments later with two cups and a strange dark blue 


bottle. It had no label and the liquid looked almost black inside it. "What the hell is that shit?" 
"Uh..a present, we'll try it together." He poured my cup halfway up and did the same to his. "Ready?" 


"Yeah." | grabbed the cup and gulped it down. "Fuck! This stuff taste awfull" | gagged but nothing came up. 


"Some present!" 

Those hazel eyes watched me intently. "How do ya feel?" 

"How do | feel? Um.lets see | feel like kicking you and your skinny ass out of my room?" 

His eyes widened and he looked at the ground. "That it?" 

"You can take your nasty drink with you." 

He sighed and drank his cup. He grabbed the bottle and turned to leave. "Night, Dave." 

He looked so upset.but why? 

"G'night Junior." 

As soon as he was gone | ran to the bathroom and furiously brushed my teeth, doing everything to get the 


horrible taste out of my mouth. When | was finished | threw myself on the bed, tossing and turning, until at 


last | started to dream. 


Fuck, even there | couldn't escape him.. 


Looks can be Decieving 
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Looks can be Deceiving 
"What's the matter?" Nick asked as | walked in the room. He put an arm around my shoulder. "You look upset.” 


| didn't want to tell him. What was there to say? Sorry, Nick, I'm just sad cause a potion this crazy old lady 


gave me didn't work and Dave still is an absolute asshole. 
"Nothing," | replied, giving him a slight smile. "Everything is just fine." 
He shook his head. "Don't lie, David, | can fuckin’ tell you're upset." 


| bit my lip and walked away from him, heading towards his huge king sized bed. Kicking off my shoes, | sat on 
the bed. "Look, it really is nothing. It's stupid” 


He laughed. "Dave's a fuckin’ asshole, right?" 
"Correct" | grinned at him as | scooted up to the top of the bed and lay down. “Fuck him" 
There was a soft chuckle and the light was switched off. "No, Id rather fuck you, instead’ 
"Please do." 


| watched his shadowy figure draw near. He flipped on the bedside lamp and sat down beside me. "C'mere," he 


whispered pulling me to him. 


Our lips met, our tongues roughly exploring each other's mouths. His stubble scratched me as he started 
kissing my cheek, then my jaw, moving down to my neck. | tugged at his shirt, until at last he relented and 
raised his arms so | could pull it off. | was now sitting in between his legs, my own legs hooked around his hips. 
Our cocks grinded against each other, my breathing became more and more uneven. His lips were fire, burning 
my skin. | fumbled with my own shirt, which he gently helped me with. My hands grabbed at that tangled dark 
hair, hooking my fingers in it as he kissed his way down my chest. He added his tongue and teeth, which only 


made me hotter. 


"Oh shit, Nick!" | cried. "I think I'm gonna come if you keep doing that!" 


He paused for a second and looked up, his dazzling smile making me dizzy. "Already, can't have that. Here, get 
your pants off" | quickly tore off them and my underwear. He whistled. "Gorgeous." 


"What?" 

"| said you're abso-fuckin-lutely gorgeous!" 

| grinned. "So are you." 

He shrugged and spread my legs. But instead of fucking me, like | thought he would, he lowered his head. 


There was a sharp intake of breath as | felt his lips graze the inside of my thigh. He looked up, gauging my 


reaction | couldn't help but moan when those lips wrapped themselves around my cock. 
God, he was good! 
So fuckin’ good! 


He worked slowly till at last almost my entire length was in his mouth. Those lips, that tongue..fuck, even his 
throat. His head bobbed up and down, going faster and faster. 


| desperately tried to hang one to this moment, this brief but euphoric high. But | couldn't and as my orgasm 
shook me, | thanked God that for at least one moment in time | had peace and happiness. 


My vision cleared and | saw Nick leaning over me. "Holy shit," | exclaimed. "Oh..wow!" 
"You liked? Feeling better?" 

| just nodded, 

"I'm glad" His dark eyes glittered at me. "Anything for you." 

| was slowly getting my breath back. "What about you?" 

| could take care of it myself. | just wanted to make you happy." 

| shook my head and yanked at his pants. "No," | said, firmly. "Let me return the favor." 
And | did.. 


Until at last we were both breathless and lying side by side on the bed. 


"That was fuckin’ great!" 

"Yeah!" 

Nick pulled me closer, those strong arms encircling me. | felt so protected so loved. 

| yawned, suddenly and he laughed. "Tired?" 

"A little," | whispered, snuggling up closer to him. 

"Do you think.Do you think he knows what we're doing? Like, the stuff we do right next door to him." 
"Who? Dave?" 

"Yeah." 


| shrugged. "| dunno. | don't think so, though." | really didn't want to discuss Dave right now, | just wanted peace. 


"Love you." 
"Love you, too." He said, holding me tightly. And he held me like that until | fell asleep. 
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The first thing | noticed when | woke up was that it was very cold. | pulled at the covers and threw my arm 


over to find Nick 

But the bed was empty? 

| looked around. 

No Nick? No..wait..the fuck? This wasnt my room! 

| jumped out of bed. What the hell happened?! How did | suddenly switch rooms?! And where was Nick?! 


This room looked awfully familiar.just like Dave's room! | spied the chick's jeans where Dave had tossed them 


earlier. It was Dave's room! But where was Dave?! 
| looked for pants when | noticed something strange..very strange.. 
| was wearing Dave's boxers..and Oh fuckin’ hell.. 


Rushing to the bathroom, | stared gaping at the mirror, at my reflection. The completely horrible and wrong 


reflection. 
| wasn't just wearing Dave's underwear..| was Dave! 
The only person staring back at me was Dave-fucking-Mustainel! 


And that's when | heard the screaming from the other room.. 


Meet the Real Me 
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Meet the Real Me 
"Aaaaagh! What the fuck are you doing here?!" 


It was horrible. | had woken up to an absolutely terrifying predicament. | think | was going to have nightmares 


for weeks to come. 
Nick. 


Nick was sleeping on top of me, his face inches from mire. Drool dripping on my chest, his arms locked around 


me. 


"Aaaagh!" | screamed again. "Get off mel" | frantically pushed my sleeping drummer away, he moaned and rolled 


over, not bothering even to open his eyes. "Hey, Nick! What the fuck are you doing in my bed?!" 

But for some odd reason it didn't sound like my voice, it sounded very different. 

The bum merely cracked one eye open. "This is my bed" 

"The fuck it.oh..so it is," | said quietly. Indeed, it wasn't my bed, wasn't even my room. 

But | never went in Nick's room. 

"Are you ok?" Nick asked sitting up. 

| glared at him. "Is this some kind of prank? Dragging me into you room? What kind of sick fucker are you?" 
"But, you came into my room last night, remember? No one dragged you here." 


That was a lie! Because | remember falling asleep after Junior left my room, so there. | couldn't have visited 
Nick's room. Besides, why would | want to anyway? | don't even like Nick 


"You know Nick, this isn't funny!" 


He leaned towards me and put an arm around my shoulder. "Are you sure you're all right, David? Maybe 


you're running a fever." 

David? 

No one calls me David. 

The only person who is called David is Ellefson and he... 

| looked down. Not my boxers, not my legs. | pulled the boxers out..nope not my dick, either. 

Holy shit! Holy shit! 

| sprang off the bed and into the bathroom. | looked in the mirror and screamed again for the third time. 
Oh my god, | was Junior! 

This was unreal.it couldn't be.. 


"David, come and lie down, you must be sick," Nick said appearing behind me. "Go lay on the bed and I'll make 


you feel all better." He grinned and before | could reached out and slapped my ass. 

| let out a growl. "Don't fuckin’ touch me!" 

He looked surprised. "Sorry, David. | was just playing. Relax, it's ok" 

"And another thing l'm not David, l'm- 

"Junior!" | was interrupted by a very familiar voice. "Junior, get your a out here, now!" 

| passed Nick and ran to the door. | opened it, but already knew who it was. 

It was me. Fuck, this was strange. 

The "me" at the door paused to stare at me for a second. "Dave," he hissed. "That you?" 
"Yes." 

It nodded. "Good, thought so. Its me, Dave. I'm Junior" 


| laughed. "You're Junior?" My counterpart nodded. "What the h are you doing in my body?" 


He shrugged. "I dunno. | just woke up and then | heard you scream, so l- 


"Dave? What the fuck do you want now?" A very annoyed Nick sidled up beside me, glaring at me..no at Junior 


as me. 
Damn, this was confusing. 

Junior bit his lip. "l.uh.need to speak to Dave..| mean David about something." 
"Leave him alone, he's sick" Nick argued. "Go persecute someone else for a change." 
Junior shook his head. "No, | really need to speak with him." 


| nodded. "Yeah, Dave, let's talk" Before | could walk out | felt someone grab my arm. | turned back to face 
Nick. "What now?" 


He gave small smile. "Come back soon, so | can take care of you" 

| shrugged. "Yeah, yeah.sure. * 

| followed Junior out into the hall, he slumped against a wall. "Oh, Davel What are we gonna do?" 

"| dont know!" 

"We gotta think of something!" 

| paced the floor. *Uh.shit.we should probably stay low key, right?" 

"Huh?" 

"| mean, we can't let anybody find out we're switched or whatever the fuck has happened to us, got if?" 
"Good thinking, | don't want them shipping me to some asylum," Junior laughed. "So, | just pretend to be you?" 


"Yeah, and I'll be the sniveling pussy known as Junior, easy." He shot me a dirty look, to which | simply smiled 
back. "And we gotta find out what happened to us, what caused this." 


"Right," Junior said, softly. 
| put my hands together. "Ok, all set? Now, | just go back to your room. Where's your keys." 


Junior coughed slightly and turned red. An interesting thing to see, considering it was my face that was 
blushing. 


"What?" | hissed 
He gave me a slight grin "I don't have a room: 

"But |." 

"Yeah, but | gave the key back so | can room with Nick" 

| felt the temperature drop several degrees. "You gotta be fuckin’ kidding me!" 
He shook his head. "Nope." 

Sighing, | looked towards the room. "You mean, | gotta stay with Nick?" 

"Yeah, if you are pretending to be me" 

Un-fucking-believable! No way in hell would | stay with that fucker! 


"Oh, and Dave?" Junior said, patting my shoulder and gave me a huge grin "Try to be nice to him.real nice, you 


know?" 


Over my dead body! 


Beauty Kept Hidden 
Beauty Kept Hidden 


| had to be Dave Mustaine. Didn't sound that hard, right? Be an arrogant, selfish asshole . | could do that. No 


problem at all. 
Well, there was one problem. Maybe | could act like Dave, but | sure as hell couldn't play guitar like Dave. We 
had band practice and | knew | had to cancel it. But what was a good excuse? Maybe, | could fake an illness, or 


something. That could work! | could pretend | had the flu. 


| started towards my room, which was really Dave's room, but was now mine because...Aw, fuck, it was all too 


confusing. 
"Dave!" 


It took me a couple seconds to realize the person was addressing me. | turned around to see Marty bound up 
beside me. 


"Hey, Dave," he said, giving me a smile. "I had this great idea for a new riff, | was hoping | could run it by you." 


Alright. said. | pondered if the response was Mustaine-like. "Um.| mean, are you me? | write the music 


around here!" 

| smiled inwardly to myself, proud that | had pulled off a Dave-like answer. 

Marty, however, looked puzzled. "Oh, but.. we always discuss guitar parts. | just thought you would at least 
want to hear it. You always at least hear me out before you shoot me down in flames," he mumbled, kicking at 
the hotel carpet: 


"| do?" 


He nodded. "But, | understand and alll just thought you might want to hear it. I'll go back to my room now and 
get ready for practice.” 


"Well, since you always discuss it with Dav.uh..me, then | suppose | could hear it later," | stuttered. 
He smiled. "Fine, later at practice, then?" 


"Okno! | mean, Nol" | snapped. "There is no practice today! l'm sick.very sick" 


"Um..ok..no practice?" 

"Yes," | said firmly. "Now go tell Nick and Junior for me. | think I'll rest in my room now." 

Shit, | really had to get out of there, being Dave was harder then | thought. 

"IIl do that now," Marty said, giving me a most incredulous stare. 

"Good," | squeaked, practically sprinting towards my room. "I'm gonna puke now!" 

| sighed the moment | was safely within my room. At least | didn't have to worry about practice anymore. | 
ran to the bathroom and glanced in the mirror again. The face of a stranger reflecting back at me. | ran my 
fingers through the tangled mass of red hair, watching it fall in my face. Hazel eyes staring back at me, not so 
different from my own 


| stuck my tongue out , the mirrored image did the same. | smiled, the reflection did also. 


It was such a nice smile. Eyes crinkled and sparkled back at me, the face all relaxed. It was such a wonderful 


smile. 

It was a shame Dave never did it often 

| gave another sigh and wondered what Dave was doing in my place. | had told him to be nice. | was pretty 
sure he got the message. It was an almost laughable thought, Dave showing affection towards Nick? | never 


understood why he didn't seem to get along to well with Nick. Nick was easy going, funny, nice.everything Dave 


wasn't. 


Yeah, That would explain why he never showed any kindness towards Nick. But then again, Dave never showed 
any kind of benevolence towards anybody. l'm surprised he had kept me around this long. 


But all he had to do was tolerate Nick. It wasn't like | wanted him to get fuck him. 


| got a sick feeling in my stomach. Dave wouldn't do that, he wasn't like that, anyways. | had nothing to worry 


about. | could trust Dave.. 


Captain Cunt 
Captain Cunt 


My hand slid up and down my shaft. My fingers rubbing, tugging at it. | groaned into the pillow and arched my 
back. My one hand on my dick the other at my chest, scraping my fingernails across the skin 


God, it was good. Real fucking good. 


| twisted my body wanting to keep this sensation longer, but knowing it was about to end. | buried my head in 
the pillow, groaning as | shot my load on my hand and the bed sheets. 


| gave a deep sigh. Fuck, | thought it was good masturbating to Junior, now | could jerk off as Junior! 
"God, that was fucking hot, David!" Nick exclaimed, watching me from the other side of the bed "Never saw 
you wank off in front of me, well, at least never like this." He smiled at me. "Maybe next time you'll let me 


help." 


| instinctively narrowed my eyes at him, but realizing | was suppose to be Junior | merely shrugged. "Fine, next 


time. But I'm spent right now." 
"Right." 
| pulled up my pants and sat up. "I'm fucking bored, I'm leaving." 


A knock interrupted Nick before he could speak. | motioned for him to answer it. He rolled his eyes and got off 
the bed. "Damn, David, you gotta quit spending time with Dave, you're starting to act like him." 


"Lam not!" 
The white teeth flashed. "Kidding, babe, no need to get snippy." 


Babe? Junior lets Nick call him "babe"? | rolled my eyes and wondered what other cute pet names they had for 


each other. 
But, | really wasn't jealous. It was just creepy, that's all. | would never call Junior "babe" or "sweetie"! 
I'd call him "little bitch". 


| heard Nick call to me. "David, that was Marty. Apparently, the dictator has a tummy ache so practice is 


cancelled" 

Dictator? Tummy ache? 

"Who is sick?" | asked innocently. 

Nick raised an eyebrow. "Dictator Dave, | said. | guess Captain Cunt is a little sick or some shit” 
"Don't call Dave names like that!" 


He gave me a puzzled look. "David, we always call him that. Captain Cunt,General Tight ass, Master Scrooge, it's 


funny!" 


| growled before | could stop myself. They called me those names behind my back?! | was gonna fucking kill 
them when | got back to normal. 


My drummer reached over to squeeze my shoulder. "You sure that you're ok?" 
"Yeah, Yeah, I'm fine," | said, quickly. "Just.lets get out of here." 

"Where do you wanna go?" 

| shrugged. "The bar, | guess." 


"But..David, you stopped drinking, remember? You don't wanna fuckin’ fall off the wagon after you worked so 
hard, do you?" 


He leaned in closer to me and wrapped his arms around my body. | stiffened at the touch, but then slowly 


relaxed. It actually didn't feel that bad. 


| pulled myself away and tried to smile at him. "C'mon, a couple drinks won't hurt.” 


